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PF. WAS thought of late but - years pal 


The Poets all had ſung their laſt, 


_ Eſpecially on Britiſh ground: 
Or that the Muſes were aſleep, 


And would perpetual filence keep. . | 


Nor once more chirp another ſound, 

2 Yet two or three here ſtill remain'd, 
Who yet the ſacred fire retain d, 
But they ſo few were little heard: 


| At laſt here ſprang a, {punious band, : TITS 
Who made a noiſe throz *s 53/4 0 
To whom great mimbers paid regu „ 711 8s 


3 But when it was examin'd well, 


Ihue foremoſt way infpied by ben. 
5 To captivate the human race: I] Gl 6a 

5 80 hen th infernal cheat was found, 

45 The wiſe diſdain'd the helliſn ſound, ad 2-4: a 
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And doom'd them to their native bree. 24 #7 * ai Bl 


4 Yet though by all wife men OG + ö 
5 Still profligates ſuch jargon priz'd, 


And chearfully the ſame embrac d: 


Bur But ſober men were ſo aſham'd 


That they had been ſubſcribers . ; 4 
All poetry was thus diſgrac dl. LOWS 
> Shak SC Þ 1 — 1 4 f: TEN | 3 n Wt, E 89 75 1 
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5 But this i is no uncommon caſe, | . 
That innocence ſhould get diſgrace, | ales” 
| Through others: faults though not her o e 
When counters in the land ate rife, 2 
They cauſe ſo much debate and ftrife, 
The current coin is hardly known. 
6 T hus real poets ſuffer ſhame, | FUE 2” Wed 
And very often beat the blame, 

When poetaſters baſe appear: : 
' Theſe ſowre the ſerious tober ming, e 2a 
And make the wiſeſt of mankind, 
Of Poets and mane! Works WONG Rog 1 1 


. On the > Sre 2 Pat, Fo rudi, R. B. q 


OF all Britiſh pebty tnt yet Have appear, 
None e er at things ſacred ſo daringly ſneer d, 
As he in the weſt, Who but lately is ſprung 
From behind the plough: fails, and from bange ag, 

A champion for Satan, none like him before, E 
And his equal, pray God, we may never ſee more bs 4 Y 
For none have like him, been By Satan inſpir d, 
Which makes his rank nonſenſe by fools ſo med 4 

He is to this land and this age a difgrace, tx 


1 


And moſtly to thoſe Who his poems - "BUY 1 27 
His jargon give rakes and vile haxlots delight, 


But all ſober people abbor:the vile fight. 


He makes of the ſcriptures a ribaldry job.; 


Vun him are che laws both of Gad and man broke. 
But ſome ſay, “ Do juſtice, give derne, 1 3 


For Bop hath his Virtues, hongh __y be few 1 
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* 5 x jolly eoftiphihivin at bottle and pot, 
6. Tho? he be à drunkard, a rake and a ſot: 
« Aid the* he be wicked, he hath a good heart.” 
Then why do his brains ſuch vile jargon impart ? 
Such friendly afſertions but very ill ſuit, 
For ſurely the tree muſt be known by its fruit. 
Il fruit by a good tree was never brought forth, 
And that of a bid one was never ought worth. 
The fruit of this tree proves itfelf to be nought, 
Or ſuch evil fruit it could never have brought. 
Of this let all mankind for ever beware, 
Or certainly they will be caught in aſaare: 
As Eve by the ſerpent, where Satan was hid, 
Gave her of that fruit which the Lord had forbid. ' 
It pleaſed her eye and her taſte, yet we find, 
It proved the poiſon of all human kind, 
Thus Satan deceiv'd her by flattry and lies. 
That man ſhould not die, but like gods be made wile. 
Tho' Bog can't ſay now that mankind ſhall not die, 
| Becauſe all would know he was telling a lie. * 
But he can affirm they'll be turned to nought “*, 
And therefore to judgment ſhall never be be 
He ſays that at death they fall into a Wop 
Eternal, and then final ſilence ſhall keep. 3 5 1 
This doQtrine the infidels gladly receive ] 
| And eagerly frive to make all men believe. i 
But this with the rational never will ſuit  _ | 
The thought they abhor to be ey'n with the brute: | Me 1 
For this helliſþ notion would mankind debaſc _Mq 
And make them like cattle on mountains that graze; i 
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This notion tho Satan would have us receive, 
Yet is it what devils can never believe. 4 
They know, and they tremble becauſe tis not true; 8 
But infidels take it their fears to ſubdue of 
And if it were true, it would anſwer them well, 13 
For it would preſerve them from ſinking to hell. * 
But if this falſe doctrine by men were belierd, 2 
No matter however in life they behav dd. : 


For robb'ry or murder they then might commit, 0 
Or any foul crime which their fancies thought fit. | 
And tho' they were hang'd they had 5 7 70 to far 
4 If they were for ever no more to appear. 
To Satan this Infidel writes without road, 
| Becauſe in rebellion'they're jointly agreed. 
2 55 all the laws in the ſcriptures forth held, 
He ſtrives to the utmoſt to have them expell d. 
He alſo endeavours to taint all our youth, 5 905 
And make them regardleſs of all ſcripture dk. Ys: 


The'prophet Iſaiah (divinely inſpir d) 
Who hath been by wiſe- men ſo greatly admir c. 
The Jewiſh and Heathen, and Chriſtians too, 25: 31 
Have thought that bis language did all men outdo- "7 
Let this ſtupid blockhead upon him ſo falls, F. . 

That only wild raptures his diction he calls “. g 
The ſong of the captives at Babylon Reams 3 + 10 a 
At their lamentation he only makes games; Bs 
Becauſe on the willews their harps ſilent +50 
While they by the Heathen endured ſuch ne 27 1 
This infidel mocks at the Pfalmiſt ſo fly, f © Mp 1 
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1 
The midſt ſolemn ordinance Chriſt bath ordain'd #, E: > 
Which hath in his church, ſince his paſſion, remain'd, | 
This infidel fcoffer calls that but a Fair, | | 
To which rakes and harlots together repair, 
To make lewd appointments of carnal delight; 
Thus is it deſcribed by this hellifh „ e 
Tis true by too many tis grofsly abus'd, 
By whom, like a fair or a market tis a5 d: 
Too many, like him and his jilts there attend, 
Which greatly the hearts of the faithful offend: 
But ſurely no bus'neſs ſuch cattle have there, 
To make it appear like a market or fair. 
This brings a reproach on the church andthe nation F | 
But wo be to thoſe who make ſuch profanation! 
Tho' now the Lord's ſupper they make like a fair, 
The time will ſoon come when they'llhowlin 8 3 
Except true repentance ſhould alter their caſe, £ 
And they be reclaim'd by the God of all grace. 
This infidel Poet hath this in deſign, 
J0o banter religion and all that's divine. 
This ſpecimen ſhews what a. ſpirit he's of, 
Who can at all ſcripture ſo wantonly ſcoff. 5 A 
„ Nor is this the half that in truth may be . | 
| Tho' ſome take his part, who make preaching their ; 
trade. 
F0o.ot ſome of our clergy his Poems eſteem, 5 
And ſome of our elders think no man like him. a 
But let them eſteem him, and value his lies, 
By conſequence then they the ſcriptures 2 
Tuo ſome of that function he favours indeed, 
| © Who ſeem true adherents to his helliſh creed. 
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+ His poem avhich be calle The Holy Fair. 
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. But ſach as count * the fountain of 8 


Which is the ſure portion of all who rebel, Wo | 
And wilfully tun the broad-way to hell. e 


Another Gece of the foe Author, aid be * : 


et And laws for Scotia well ordain'd, 5 2325 
t But now unroof d their palace gane; 


n Fon Feng. beſt © OO them moſt 2 "I 1 
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He calls them old - faſhion'd, and very uncouth. 
And ſuch as wage War with the princes of hell, 


All ſuch from the earth be ſeems bent to expel. 


Let mankind beware bow. they favour that Bard, 1 


Or ſurely with him they muſt have their reward. . —- 
Twill not be a joke, nor a merriment jeſt. ; 
If they on the Judge's left hand ſhould be Aha: 5 6 


Tho? no admonition they ſeem to deſpiſe, wy 
And count all the ſcriptures but flatt'ring les; 
At death they ſhall ſee, if they ſee not before, 


A ns was in 15 right, Wer we Feld 88285 20 mote: 
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ct Their ſceptre's fall'n. to.other's hands. . 
«© The injur'd STEWART! s Line is. gone, . .- 
A Race, outlandiſh; Kills the throne : HE 


« An ideot Race to honour le. ²˙ 0 be 
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_ THUS wretches ral whom fordid g gain 
Has dragg' d in faCtion's gilded chain. 

But can a mind which fame inſpires, 
Where genius lights her brighteſt fires 
Can B—, diſdaining truth and law, | 
FaCtion's envenom'd dagger draw? 

And ſkulking with a villain's aim, 
Thus baſely ſtab bis Monarch's fame? 
Yes—B— ; 'tis o'er; thy race is run; ; 
And ſhades receive thy ſetting ſun. 

With pain thy wayward fate I fee, 

And mourn the lot that's doom'd to thee. 
Theſe few raſh lines ſhall damn thy name, 
And blaſt thy hopes of future fame. 


. 2 


on 


| 2d 42 Ifwer H another Hand. 
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? 100 long, 0 3 haſt thou Sealy 4 
The world, and fools thy lies believd. ; © 
But now they ſee thy curfed/aim, 

To blaſt a worthy Monarch's fame. 2 
Thus doſt thou thy falſe heart diſcloſe, _ -— 1 
And turn thy warmeſt friends to foes.” VIC BEL FE | 

Too long has thy envenom'd pen 

Been drawn againſt the beſt of men. lhe | 

Tea, thou haſt waged war with Heav'n, 
And darts againſt thy Maker driv'n. 
And now againſt thy lawful King, 

= Dar'ſt thou rebellious jav'lins fling ? 


—— 
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For this thy life in danger ſtands, 

If thou art found within his lands ; 3 

Unleſs thy inſignificance 6 
Should prove thy beſt defence for once; ay 

For now no friend can take thy part, 

Since thou haſt ſhewn ſo falſe a beart. 
And tho' thou ſhouldſt man's hand free. 
Shalt thou thereby advantage n 
No! he gainſt whom thou dar'ſt rebel, 

Can ſoon impriſen thee i r 
There muſt thou gnaw thy burning chains, 
W here Satan, thy grand maſter, reigns : 

Then ſee what ſatires thou can'ſt make, 

Amidſt that black ee * 
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THE STEWART! 8 Race, tis true, 0 er Ritain 
reign'd, 1 . N | 
And much their hands 1 blood of martyrs ſtain'd. 
At laſt did they the Britiſh throne reſign, "CFE 
And left it to a more illuſtrious Line. 
Who are of truth and honour both poſſeſt, 
And each ſucceſſor ſtill betomes the beſt. | 
i Such noble Kings ne'er fil'd the Britiſh throne, + 
X And always beſt belov'd where molt they're known, 
| Now, B—, take back thy lies again te hell, 9 
And tell thy maſter they oß ſulphur ſmell. 12 2 


I. ſcems not to ſteer for either port, 


is veſſel ſeems ſo poorly fitted "1 


% Fans. dau, „e Bard. 
4 
A—SH—=E is ſure Peron a fruitful field, 
. It doth ſuch Nore of noble Poets yield. 
Lo, here's another ſtarted up of late, 
That on Parnaſſus ſure hath had his ſeat: 
He ſeems with Poetry ſo deeply fraught, 4 
He ſure hath been by great Apollo taught. 1 
If of Caſtalia's Well large draughts he's ta“ en, 
He ſure hath loſt it ere he came again. 
| His budget ſure from off his back hath gone, 
For gratnmar, rhime, or reaſon he hath none. 
His brother B— does him by far excel, 
And is a bolder advocate for hell. | 
A double dialect they both have us'd, 
Which by them both is wretchedly abus d. 
| B— he ſet up an advocate for hel, 
And to get money hath ſucceeded well. 


"On 1 c 


hy For heaven or hell; but of them both falls ſhort : 
But ſure at one of theſe he'll land at laſt, 
nleſs in purgatory he ſtick faſt, | 


How ſhe will ſail is almoſt paſt a doubt. 
I ſhe comes loaded home with mighty ſtore, pl 
As did his brother B—, that ſail'd before, 5 

oj ?Twill be a wonder! Ma it will be more 

© The former won upon mankind for once, 

The latter ſtands a wretched, naſty chance. 


(a 1 I 


For . path 1 the taſte of all mankind, 


None elſe may hope e' er ſuch ſucceſs to find. 
'Tho' he ſucceeded more than e'er was known, 
The next may beat the buſh, the birds are flown, 
Tho! he got thouſands with a free conſent, 
Yet nothing did they ever more repent. 
For ſome devoted theirs unto the flame; "BE 
Bumfodder alſo others made of them. 
Some turn'd to dung, and others they were burn's,” 
And fo to dirt and aſhes all were turn'd. 
Twas not by merit he obtain'd his prize, 
But by a falſe report of flatt'ring lies. 
Let none write poetry but poets born, 


Or ſure they muſt expoſe themſelves to ſcorn. 
Let all mind what Dean Swift had once to ſay, | 


Who was a real Poet in his day. 


« Tho” this our barren clime ſcarce bears 
„„ A ſprig of bays in fifty years; 

Jet ev'ry fool his claim alledges, 
« As if they grew in common hedges.” 
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's SUBSCRIBERS. 
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IF for a prize you've got a blank, _ 


You well may know whom you ſhould thank. 


Your fav'rite B you took to be 

A dext'rous judge of poetry. 

His M——k Poet he befriended, 

And much his genius he commended. . 
You thought what he could recommend, : 
Wou d ſure be moſt ſublimely penn d. 


1 
| 
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(13) 
; | SIRE you took upon his word, 

In hopes he would good ſenſe afford. 1 
Now you have got him, you may know | 
Whether he yields good ſenſe or no. | 

If you're a ſtrumpet or a rake, 
You ſure have found a ſad miſtake. 
If you're a ſaint you find the ſame, 
And well may know whom you ſhould blame. 
If merry, you find nothing there, je H 
To make you either laugh or ſtare. 
Ik ſerious you can nothing find, 
To fatisfy your thinking mind. | 
Well, ſince you all have loſt your aim, 
P11 tell you what to do with them: 
When balmy ſleep forſakes your eyes, 
And like coy virgin from you flies; 
Read then L but for an hour, 
- Sleep will reſume its drowſy pow' r. $5 
"Twill fave a doſe, of Laudanum, | 
And make you {lumber deaf and dumb. 
But if you need them not for lleep, ft 
© Yet lay them by and ſafely keep, 
Until you needs muſt phyſic take, 


TY Then you good uſe of them may make — 


18 Or if you need them not to wipe, 
They'll handy be to light your pipe. 


And if you ſhould begrudge the coſt, „ 
Be thankful all is not quite loſt: 


And thankful be to R B——, + 
For ſerving you ſuch friendly turns: 


For had L—— ne'er ſeen that ſight, 


His nonſenſe ne'er ied come to ent Ha, 44 
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CY) 
And bad not 2 the ſame commended, 
No purchaſers had cer intended. 


So now for all your fun and ſport, 
To B—— you may be thankful for't. 


An Epitaph on . "FR 2 another Hand. i 


HERE lie the Poems of 1 by 


| Which neither pleas'd the ſaint nor rake. 5 


Which neither made us laugh nor weep; 
But ſtrange - they lull'd us faſt aſleep! 
Dulneſs appear'd in every line, 


Who then ſhall call the Bard divine? 
Who Cer ſhall deck his brow with bays, 


Oc tell poſterity his praiſe? 


In dark oblivion's blackeſt cave, 


His ſtupid rhimes have found a grave r 
Nor e'er ſhall from their cavern rife, - 
To ſnatch Fame's bright and envied prize. 


Le Poets then all warning take, 


From the ſad fate of poor L——, 


A Contraſt; or, an E legy on the much lamented Death 
of that amiable Lady, and Queen of the Ports, Mrs. 

Elizabeth Rowe, of bleſſed Memory: Whiſe ineftima= | 
ble worth and uſefulneſs the World lift, Feb. 20. 1737: 

in the 53d year of her age, and 22d of ber Widows 


Wr mould! we grieve, or why ſhould» we repine, 


Againſt the band of Providence ae 


1 
» 
( 
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Sie the 

' Becauſe that Patroneſs of virtue's gone, | 

To worlds unſeen, and joys to us unknown? 

Gone from our world to take her ſeat above, 

For which ſhe liv'd ; for which ſhe dy'd to prove! 

Twere cruel to repine that ſhe's away | 

From this frail cottage of her-mortal clay, 

To an eternal manſion far above, 

Where all is peace, ſweet harmony, and love! 

Thither ſhe fteerd her courſe, with well aim'd prow, 

And ſoar'd aloft, while here ſhe liv'd below, 

With longing looks to drop her mortal clay, | 

To mount the regions of eternal day. „ 
Tho' much careſs'd by noble friends while here, 

Still for that bliſsful port ſhe ſtrove to ſteer. 


Please d was her mind to catch the proſp'rous gales, 


While faith and hope fill'd all her ſpreading. ſails. 

 Unaw'd by ſhoals and rocks the boldly ſail'd,' 
And ev'ry bark bound hitherward ſhe hail'd, 
With chearfulneſs, and in their company 

She always wiſh'd for evermore to be. 

hut ſhe ſo fleetly ſcour'd the flowing deep, 
Few could her pace and ſteady courſes keep. 
The ſcripture was her chart; het compaſs true, 4 

Touch'd with the heav'oly magnet: Still it drew - -#* | 
Her to the Zenith, with a keen deſire, WE 

And thither did ſhe ardently aſpire, 

In all her writings it is plainly ſeen, 

7M heart and ſoul were for that region keen. 

Her verſe and proſe with equal luſtre ſhine, _ 

as proves the ſource from whence they ſprung 

vine. 
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Her vivid wit, and her celeſtial ſkill, | 

Shew Heav'n directed her ſeraphic quill. 
Her lays ſo fweet, her language all ſo clean, 
She of the Muſes. furely was the Queen. 
Her very proſe, tlio not confin'd to feet, 
Flows with a harmony divinely ſweet. | 

In all ſhe wrote, her readers {till may find, 
She was a miracle of human kind, 50 


For Muſii , Painting, Verſe, none her excell's, | 


The empire of theſe arts ſhe juſtly held. 
But over all, a Chriſtian fo complete, 


Endow'd with ev'ry, grace and temper ſweet. 


No wonder then ſhe was ſo ſorely mourn 'd, 
For her profeſſion ſweetly ſhe adorn d. 
Her faith, her love and tender ſympathy, 
And ber unbounded deeds of charity, 

Show'd that ſhe was the darling of mankind; 
Few Cer were bleſt with ſuch a heav'nly mind, 
She was the Philomela of the weſt, 

And of the Singers + ſhe was ſure the beſt. 
Although her father and her mother too, 
Were of the ſame complexion juſt and true. 
Her bufband too, for learning, moſt complete, 
For genius and for temper none more ſweet. 


But, ah, how ſoon was he call'd off the ſtage, 


When twenty-eight were all his years of age! 


Their tempers and their genius both the ſame, 
Both were endow'd with the ſeraphic flame. 
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1 Her maiden name was Singer,” and of an eminent 4. | 
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And though he doated much on her ſweet chars, 
And ſhe on his; yet from each other's arms 
Soon were they parted ;-ſhe was left alone, 
Who for the loſs till death made ſtill her moan. 
Great was her loſs, and that ſhe ne'er forgot, 
Yet bore with patience ſtill her widow'd lot. 
Long ſhe ſurviv'd, and liv'd a widow chaſte, 
Till death a period put thereto at laſt: _ 
Without a pledge of his endearing love, 
Tull death did her to him at laſt remove, 
Ev'n to their bleſs'd inheritance above. : 
O could we now hear their celeſtial lays, 
How loud they ſing their dear Redeemer's praiſe. 
would fill our ſouls with pure ſeraphic fire, 
And make our grov'lling thoughts to heav'n aſpire. 
Twould make my Muſe breathe a, ſublimer ſtrain, 
And ſing of wonders. on the ethereal plain! 
But we muſt be content till hence we go, 
To write and ſing of objects here below, 
And treat of things to mortals here reveal d. 


| 3 | For theſe above are all from us conceal'd, 
The facts recorded in the ſacred page, 


1 Let theſe while here, our bumble thoughts engage, 
Till we are fit to breathe ſeraphic ſtrains, 
With thoſe who range the bright ethereal plains., 


Let ſuch as Rowe, and Watts, and Newton be 


Accounted patterns fit for ſuch as me. | 
O could my Muſe breathe ſuch celeſtial ſtrains, 


| * As theſe have here on theſe terreſtrial plains, 
Then might I hope. hereafter to ariſe, 


And ling with them above the b Jolly; ſkies. 
Wes." 
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But Heav n, I hope, will break weten mortal e, 
And fill my Muſe with fweet celeſtial ſtraingz; 
Then ſhall T join the bright ſeraphic choir, 

With notes immortal; Jes, and never tire. 
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Poſtſcript ; by way of Application. 


Were all the Poets ſuch as.theſe now found, 
No matter then how thick they ſpread the ground; | 
But now for poets we have poetaſters, 
Who fill their readers minds with ſad difaſters; 
Only pretenders to the facred gift, 
Who from celeſtial to infernal ſhift: 
Such wound the modeſt and the pious ear, 
While advocates for Satan they appear. 
Inſtead of poets ſacred to the Muſe, 
They all the pure poetie fire abuſe. 

Not ſo the Bards who at the firft appear'd, 
When God the topſtone of Creation Rar.” 
Then did his ſons the facred Muſe employ, 

And to his praife all ſhouted loud for joy! 
Tea, ſacred. bymns did ev'ry one compoſe, 
= When farſt the fabric of Creation roſe. 
= But Satan, envious at the homage paid, 
Conſulted how God's kingdom to invade. 
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With helliſh ſpite his legions he inſpir dd. 

Then all with hopes of victory were fit d. 
1 But though in this their enterprize they RA ho 
. == And all at once were whos down to bell; 3 95 


* 
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Yet for a time permitted are to roar, 


And ſeek throughout this earth whom to deyous.. 5 


No thoſe who are entangled in their chains 8, 
Become their votaries and ſpare no pains. 
Some ſach pretend philoſophers to be, | 

| Some preachers, and ſome poets too we ſee, * 
Such are emiſſaries by Satan ſent, 


Who through this world their noiſome poiſon vent. 7 


Theſe ſwarm like locuſts, and pollute the air 
And catch the hee dleſs youths at unaware. 
But libertines are caught with little guile, 
They take the bait with a contented ſmile, 
Nay, ev'n the ſager ſort are oft deceiv'd, 
And ſometimes of their reaſon quite bereay'd. 
bus is the Muſes' fire ſo much abus'd, 
That nothing can be more profanely us'd. 
Beware, ye thoughtleſs, of the gilded bait, 
Nor yield yourſelves a prey to hell's deceit : 
For ſure by hell are thoſe his ſervants ſent, 
And on his errands they are fully bent. 
A ſerpent firſt he for this uſe employ'd, 


Who quickly Adam and his wife decoy d, 


Thus of a ſubtile creature he made choice, 


Whom he ſoon taught to ſpeak with human voice. 45 
But now of Adam's ſons he can as well | 


Inſtruct to ſpeak the dialect of hell. | 


T beſe can more plauſibly mankind deceive, 


Than e'er the ſerpent could our mother Eve. 
And thus more eaſily his end he gains 
. Than by a ſerpent, and with balf the paing. 


W 


tr 


Thouſands bath he won over in this ay A BY 
And who can tell how many more he may? px ALL \ 
Unleſs the great Creator with a nod, 
Command them all down to hell's dark abode. 
g We're told that Satan ſhould be loos'd a while, | 
And many thouſands on this earth begulle. 1 
Now ſurely this appears to be the time, E225 
So many are deceiv'd by jargon-rhime. en 
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To the n Muſe. 


'T, pleaſe the taſte of all aidiking, 5 4 
Is this the taſk by thee defign'd? | 4 

And if thou canſt the ſame perform, 
Then muſt thou weather many a ſtorm. 
Vea, muſt do what was never done, 2 

| * any man beneath the ſun. 

The learn'd, judicious, and the wiſe, 1 
Will only ſenſe and Judgment prise. . 
Where good ideas are expreſt, "Ip: + 

Such, only ſuch will-ſtand their teſt: e 
Where ſeriſe and reaſon fair appear, 2 
To warm'the heart and charm the ear. 1 

But by che ignorant and tude, 3 
Such things are never underſtood; 3 

Nonſenſe alone will pleaſe them mw >. 7 7 3 

| No matter how it be expreſt. i „ 
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92 5 But little of it underſtand, 


Phe candid readers will ſuſtain, ; 


What captious critics will diſdain; 


To ſhew their wit they cenſure all, 
'That under their cognizance fall. 


Some will apptove of flowing rhime, 
Where ſenſe and numbers ſweetly chime ; © 
While ſome the ſweeteſt rhimes deſpiſc, 
And blank verſe only they will prize. 25 


Others all kinds of verſe refuſe, 
And proſe is only what they chuſe; 
Nor of the beſt thereof approve, 
But to the dulleſt ſhew their love. 
Yea, ſome to books of ev'ry kind, 
Shew great averſion in their mind ; 

W boſe taſte is all for earthly ſtore, 


And carnal things, they want no more. 


While ſome the Bible only prize, 
And ev'ry other book deſpiſe ; 


Becauſe they're by tradition taught, & [1 


*. 


hat it alone with truth is fraught: 
Yet when they take it in thei hand, 


J To them it is a ſealed book, 
Wberein they very ſeldom look. 
But if it has a gilt outſide, 


hen will it much exalt their pride, 


I To take ito the church. Why not? 


| 2. To ſhew what Bible they have got. 
Tea, worſe than theſe thou yet wilt find, 5 


] : If worſe can be among mankind: 


W Who yet in books take great delight, 


Ev'n ſuch as carnal minds excite. - 
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Such books they love which moſt excel, : 


To ſhew the ſureſt road to hell: 
The moſt laſcivous and ptoſane, 


Or thoſe of a deiſtic ſtrain, 


Such as are found—in David Hume, 


Or Dudgeon of a helliſh gloom. | 
Likewiſe the ſorenam'd Poet B—s, 


Who all reveal'd religion ſpurns. 


And Peter Pindar, who can fling 
His vile reproaches at the King. 


Or Bolingbroke, and others too, 

Who helliſh wit profuſely ſhew. 
With many more, in verſe and proſe, 
Who all the truths of Heav'n oppoſe. _ 


a 


Such are the books now much in vogue, 


Eſteem'd by ev'ry whore and rogue. 


Now if thou wouldſt for money write, 


Conſider how to hit the white; 
Or if thou writ'ſt to get a name, 


Of endleſs obloquy or fame; 


181 


Think now which party thou car'ſt p pleaſe, 


Among ſuch votaries as theſe. 


Jo pleaſe them all thou art unfit, . 1 


And ſo were all that ever writ. 


Thus ſpake URANIA to the Bard, 


Who all theſe words attentive heard. 


k Then he the boundleſs taſk reſign'd, | 22 
And hopes of pleaſing all mankind. 


Reſolv'd if he could any pleaſe, 
They ſhould be only ſuch as theſe, 


The candid and judicious few, 


Who ſtill to merit gives its due Y | 
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Yet-are not of true ſudgment blind, eee 
But ſoon a real fault can find MT 
And check an error, when 'tis feen, a 
Without a heart of captious ſpleen. 7 A 
Such readers he refoly'd to ty, 
If poſſible, to gratify. 
But the voluptuous, and Ferme, 


Who ev'ry ſerious truth difdain ; 

With all the ſtupid and the rude, 
Who good call evil, evil good: 

He would regard none of ſuch ſort, 
Howe'er they at his works made ſport. 
And tho' he ſhould not money gain, 75 8 
Nor yet the world's applauſe obtain, tee! 1 
If he the plaudit of the Lord | * 
Obtain'd, altho' by fools abhorr' d, 6-2 
Then would he well contented be. 4 

Howe'er his readers diſagree. 
O happy Bard, who this obtains, 

Tho' he nor wealth nor honour gains; 


| Tho be ſmall money ſhould procure, 


Tis no diſgrace to ſay, He's poor. 
For that's a common cant this day, „ 
The Poet's poor, they always ſay: A 
But if that's the worſt, no matter, 
To mankind leſs is he the debtor: 
And if on him they caſt the blame, 
'He can to them return the ſame. 
If he writes things of gen'ral uſe, 


He needs not fear their vile abuſe. 
hut if he writes of things profane, 
. 8 of a baſe, laſcivio-strain ; 
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| You'll fink the lower in the end. 


{ 24). 


No matter though he ſufer em 
And ſink in poverty forlorn. ge 


Such jargon it may pleaſe a while, 


And fools on him may fawn and 2 * : 
But ſoon on him they'll turn the tail, b. 
And let his expectations fail. IT 


The higher he at firſt aſpire,” 


The oper ſhall he link in mire; z 1 
And ev'n his readers, that him prais i. Bo” 


By them ſhall he be moſt debas'd. 


Conſider then, ye Poets all, 


Leſt thus you meet a ſhameful fall; 
For if on clouds you high aſcend, 
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